
SARAH BERNHARDT need not
be afraid. Her belief that the
taste of New York had changed,
on account of the failure here
of the exquisite Rejane, she

has probably discovered to be unfounded.
New York has changed no more for Sarah
than Sarah has changed for New New
York. There are no wrinkles upon our ap¬
preciation; there are »o gray hairs in the
glossy warmth of our approval; there is
not a symptom of flabby apathy in our

artistic joy. Sarah is still mighty; Sarah
is ever electric; Sarah is persistently and
Indelibly.Sarah.
What a marvel of a woman! There is

something uncanny in her defiant indiffer¬
ence to time. It is grewsome. Here are

we.ordinary, common or garden mortals-
bowing submissively to the inevitable in¬
vasion of the years, changing mentally,
physically, with each decade that passes,
while this eerie, incomprehensible Sarah
stands still and snaps her bony fingers at
the mortal question. I don't like It;
really I don't. There is something more
than meets the eye in Sarah's insistent
juvenescence. Compare her with the stage
women of her age aud you'll notice the
absurd and incongruous difference between
them. Fatti looks young, to be sure, but
she has her music transposed to lower
keys, and you never hear of her doing
anything new. Modjeska gets tired at
rehearsals, and is making a fond fare¬
well of America; Ellen Terry, exquisite
and sympathetic as she still is, neverthe¬
less betrays huskiness and occasional evi¬
dences of fatigue.
Sarah laughs at all this clay-like muta¬

bility. She is as restless and as energetic
as ever. She would play "Izeyl," with its
fxacting passion-episodes, three times a day
If there were "money in it." There are no

Nethersole aire about Sarah. You never
see her coming before the curtain weak
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ind effectively panting, or hear of her
swooning from the excess of her emotion.
My own opinion is that immediately after
she has been laid away in the tomb by
Siddharta and the Yoghl. Sarah drives
straight to the Hoffman House aud revels
in pork chops and BaSs. Of course, it
would sound much better to insinuate that
the tragedienne nourished herself exclusive¬
ly with rose leaves a la dewdrops, or with
violet petals au beurre noir, but this would
not be accurate. Nor would it be healthy.
Sarah is healthy. She says so herself.
She is overweeningly bien portante, and
I firmly believe that she is Immortal.
And the funniest part of it is that Sarah

isn't an atom ashamed of being a grand¬
mother. Many stage ladies try to hush up
that dread fact, or prevent its accomplish¬
ment by keeping their daughters single
and insisting upon the celibafcy of their
sons. Sarah doesn't care. Sh^ shows her¬
self in public with little Mlle."'Simone, her
granddaughter, who is already old enough
to go to school. Many a woman would try
to choke such an obstacle in the way of
apparent youth. When little Simone grows
up Sarah will probably use her to play
Btage-mothers or duenua-auntfs. Then
Sarah will appear as the daughter of her
own granddaughter. Yes, I'm afraid of the
Bernhardt. If we were in the seventeen-
hundreds I#would mildly suggest that she
be burned as a witch. She is a witch, and
I can't help dreading her. / ,.f'?C*

*
*

I smiled at certain statements to the ef¬
fect that "Izeyl," the Buddhist play by Ar-
m*nd Sylvestre and Eugene Morand, will
not enhance Sarah's reputation. Sarah's
reputation certainly doesn't need enhancing.
It has enhanced Itself to the issimo degree,
and "f.^eyl" will sustain it. The authors of

drama have merely endeavored to fur-,

nisli Sarah with a cyclonic third act. The
pretence of mysticism, of Buddhist pictures
and all that sort of thing is laudable, but
Ithiui Sarah is always clamoring for a role
that gives her an opportunity to tempt
somebody.anybody. She has tempted so

many mere men, created for her by Sardou,
that in "lzeyl" she was pleased to find a

veritable Siddharta, founder of the Buddh¬
ist faith, waiting for her siren-cries. She
would have been just as satisfied if her vic¬
tim had been Mohammed, or Martin Luther,
or John Wesley.

It certainly seemed to me a trifle irrever¬
ent and unnecessary to offer a real religion-
founder upon the shrine of Sarah-ism, and as
I said last Tuesday, if Heury Arthur Jones
liad been guilty of such an act, he would
have been hooted from the stage. Sarah,
however, does as she likes, and "lzeyl" had
been accepted in both London and Paris.a
point of inestimable importance. New
Yorkers felt that as there had been no in¬
dignation abroad, it was not necessary here.
It is always pleasant to find one's judgment
ready-made, and cut and dried by the
thinkers of the English and French capitals.
It is a great relief.
What would New Yorkers have said if In¬

stead of Siddharta, Sarah had tantrum-ed
around the Rev. T. De Witt Talmage?
Imagine her asking for a kiss from that
noisily cavernous mouth. Picture this ath¬
letic gentleman trapezing himself about the
"heavy gnarled branches" on the mountain
top, and trying to lure the courtesan from
her mundane pursuits. I recommend the
conquest of Talmage to Sarah. In this
country, of course, we are rather interested
in him, but if she could get Sylvestre and
Morand to dramatize him, and then pro¬
duce the play In London and Paris, why
New York would accept it unhesitantly.
The situation would not be a bit worse

than that dominated by Siddharta. It
would be better, for Siddharta has lived
2,400 years, and who do you think will re¬

member Tarlmage in A. D. 4356?
Sarah's idea of lzeyl is just the same as

her conception of Floria Tosca, of Cleo¬
patra and of other ladies whose morality
lias not been Hop Lee'd into starchiness.
She is the same siren with the early tones
of alluring monotony, and the later spasms
of hoarse and frenzied despair. Sarah
saves herself up for her third acts. It is
ridiculous to say that the first and second
acts of "lzeyl" pleased any but the art-
lovers. To the general public they were

disastrously tedious, but with the third
act all that was forgotten. Three dollars
a seat is not too much to pay for the unpar¬
alleled spectacle of Sarah "carrying on."
Into what a spluttering fury she lashed
herself. How her voice changed from dul¬
cet music to dynamitic rage! And the pan¬
oramic expressions of her face! You saw

rage, madness, horror, grief, utter despair,
lntensest anguish, and they all rolled by
far more satisfactory than do the glypto-
ramic tableaux at Koster & Bial's!
Their effect upon the audience was In¬

stantaneous. Men and women were fasci¬

nated. What is more entrancing than the
view of a savage cat? (You needn't an¬

swer, "The view of two savage cats.")
What is more paralytically astonishing than
such tigress moods, such untrammelled
emotions? Sarah won her audience easily
(if I were in Loudon I should say "Izeyl-y"),
and the play was voted a success. Her
company is an excellent one, and some of
the scene pictures were charming. I can't
recall anything more artistic than the lorely
view on the mountain top, with the disci¬
ples grouped around Siddharta, like the
twenty lovesick maidens around Bunthorne.
It was a scene worthy of Irving. The pub¬
lic square at Kaplavaston looked a trifle
seasick, as though it had suffered during
the journey from the- Renaissance in Paris
to Abbey's in New York. There were

wrinkles in the sky, and the palace of Izoyl
had freckles on it. In the fourth act, too,
the picture had drawbacks. The heavy In¬
dian forest, with its Lebanon-like cedars,
was framed in with red curtains, which had
a most ludicrous effect. However, these
are mere details. The main point is that
Sarah has renewed her success; that she
has been acclaimed, as she deserves to be
acclaimed, and that for four more joyous
weeks she will bo with us. Would that I
oould sit through every performance she
gives at Abbey's Theatre. It is impossible to
tire 6t Sarah, even though she is more melo¬
dramatic than she used to be, and a trifle
harsher in her moments of rage. She is
still the tragedienne par excellence, and
her imitators have been swamped in their
own impotence.

William H. Crane deserves a good spank¬
ing. We have all been very nice and kind to
him. He has grown rich on our nlckness.
We have pampered and petted hiui. and.

lo! and behold.he rewards us by Inflicting
himself upon us as an emotional actor. Oh,
ye gods and tiny fishes, how we suffered on

Tuesday night when we saw him tackling
the repressed agony act, and the martyr-
lover scheme! It was a cruel blow.
For years Crane has been our happiest

laughter-source. We went to him, in child¬
like confidence, for mirth, and we returned
with all we wanted. He has been our in¬
imitable comedian. Can't you remember
how we howled at his vagaries in "The
Senator," and what merry times we had at
his production of "His Wife's Father?''
Crane is evidently ashamed of all this. He
is chary of acknowledging that mere good
humor is his stock-in-trade. He yearns to
sigh and to moan. He craves "My Gawd!"
roles; he longs to hear the gurgle of sobs
in the audience. And I am very much
afraid that he will never hear them. We
absolutely decline to cry at anything Crane
does or will ever do. We absolutely refuse
to take a single tear with us when we go to
see his performances. We shall laugh at
you, William H., whether you will or
whether you wont. If you decide to pro¬
duce no more funny plays, we'll laugh at
your melancholy ones. We'll shriek tfith
Irrelevant mirth when you say "My Gawd!"
and we'll disconcert you with our happy
titters when you are standing in attltudinal
ecstacy, waiting for a "quiet curtain."
If Crane insists upon emotionalizing,

there is Australia in the distance fot him.
Nat Goodwin is going there to see if he
can't moisten the susceptibilities of the
Antipodeans with his tears. He has dis¬
covered that he can't moisten us. There is
the same land for Crane to experiment upon
with his "higher art." Higher fiddle¬
sticks! The actor who attempts to prove
that laughter is undignified, and that it is
Inartistic to be merry, merits ostracism.
The stage needs comedians. They are the
real safety valves of the community, for
humor is the very breath of life.
"The Governor of Kentucky," by Frank¬

lin Fyles, is a wprthy effort. Mr. Fyles
has shown us distinctly his dramatic in¬
stinct, and the American dramatists may
feel proud of him. He gave Crane the
kind of play that Crane asked for, and he
is not to be blamecl for the result. There
are several very entertaining types in "The
Governor of Kentucky," and Mr. Fyles has
made a noble effort to blurr the unpoetlc
political atmosphere of his work with
dainty feminine petticoats and drawing-
room frivolities. Even in the Governor's
own room there are lawn tennis badinage
and frolicsome lightness. It must be con¬
fessed, however, that the public will not
have a political atmosphere on the stage.
Henry Guy Carleto.i's "Ambition,"
clever as it was, was scarcely successful in

New York, because the women.who are
far more theatre-going than men.did not
like Its flavor. Bronson Howard may thank
his stars, that Charles Frohman did not
produce his Washington play. Amuse¬
ment seekers can find all their politics in
the newspapers, in columUs set apart for
them. The theatre should be kept for
historic illumination, for emotional exposi¬
tions, and for diaphanous wit.
The William Lee of Comedian Crane is

a sore topic. Still, as it is not a question
of life or death with the actor, there is no
very good reason why it should be avoid¬
ed. In fact, we should all feel rather
grateful that it has not succeeded, for
Crane will be obliged to turn to merry¬
making again unless he wants to treat
himself to a few seasons of agony. He
can afford this doubtful luxury, but actors,
as a rule, are not fond of useless expendi¬
ture. Crane shows no more ability as an
emotional actor than one of Nelson
Wheatcroft's raw amateurs would do.
The art of facial expression is unknown to
him, except for comedy purposes, and his
incessant farcical walks which somebody in
the audience called "the clang of the
wooden shoon," was ludicrously inhar¬
monious.
The members of his company were equally

unhappy on the opening night. Edwin Ar-
den played a villain as though he were ap¬
pearing in "Northern Lights" or "In Sight
of St. Paul's," and young Joseph Wheelock
was quite unable to impress his meaning.
if he had any.upon us. Burr Mcintosh
pleased the audience with his rich Pennsyl¬
vania accent, which shows no signs of wear
and tear even after a long sieg? of "Trilby"
and "In Mlzzoura'." Miss Marion Abbott
was rather Interesting as a "Blue Grass old
maid," but Margaret and Anna Robinson
were uncomfortably monotonous as the
twin sisters "from New York."
It is to be hoped that Crane will make us

laugh again as soon as possible. We are

ripe for mirth, for the iperry Springtime is
coming with its anti-gloomy accessories.

* *
*

Everybody likes John Drew. The matinee
girl raves about him. She doesn't even ob¬
ject to his nose. She insists that it has
"character," although.well, of course not
.she wouldn't care to transplant it to her
own face. The secret of John Drew's suc¬
cess lies in the fact that he knows how to
Impersonate a gentleman. He looks like a

gentleman; he acts like a gentleman, and
the type is quite unusual on the American
stage. Most actors are merely genteel.
and gentility is almost criminal nowadays.
In the role of Mr. Kilroy in "The Squire

r>f Dames ' John Drew is able to display
b.is amiable graces to excellent advantage.

Ithough he is not able to Interest us in
lie senseless heroine, Mrs. Dennant. Still,
t is a "fat" part for him, and that is
vhat the star actor covets. A sillier char-
cter than Kilroy I have never seen. AVe
re asked to entertain ourselves with the
pectacle of an unmarried busybody who
3 prying into the affairs of all the women

e meets. There is absolutely no reason

rhy he should break up the intrigue be-
ween Mrs. Dennant and Sir Douglas Thor-
urn, and there is no excuse for her tolera-
ion of his unseemly impertinence. Im-
gine this Ivilroy snooping about the tan-
led domesticity of the Newport or Bar
larbor fashionables. Think of him nosing
round Belgravia or Mayfalr. The type
j so radically improbable to English speak-
ig people that I marvel at the lack of com-
lent upon it. The meddlesome old man
rho cackles at afternoon teas and sros-
lps in drawing rooms would be far more
Taisemblable as a righter of wrongs, but
or a full-grown, able-bodied man to pass
is life presenting heavy veils to unhappy
idies and turning his back while their
jvers escape from the room is manifest-
p absurd.
How I long for the time when the insen-
ate heroine of modern comedy shall have

been relegated to back-number- Ism. In
their fevered anxiety to get away from the
courtesan people are now enduring placidly
these wishy-washy creatures who are per¬
petually pendulum-ing themselves between
a lover and a husband. A young girl hesl
tating between two sweethearts is intelli¬
gible enough, but a married woman, sighing
one moment on her husband's shirt front
and weeping the next moment on hei
lover's coat sleeve is simply a deplorably
Irritating spectacle. Playwrights are ceas¬

ing to make their heroines sheerly evil.
They have stopped allowing them to "keep
house" for their lovers. But they lack the
pluck to render them uncompromisingly
virtuous. It's a sort of Sop they throw
to the public. .

Mrs. Tanqueray and Mrs. E&bsmith have
pegged out, but their successor Is quite as

worthless. A married woman who tells a

lover that she adores him though she can

never be his, is just as meretricious as the
matron who palavers less and yields. Mrs.
Dennant says to Thorburn: "If I allowed
you to take me abroad, we shefuid hide our

shame there, and then, when all was over,
we should return.separately." That senti¬
ment Is highly proper, but It Is merely
meant to gull the public Into acceptance of
the play, for why, on earth, if she thinks
thus, should Mrs. Dennant keep the poor
wretch dangling after her apron strings?
-Why not cry, "Begone, foul wretch!" and
have done with It?
\Vhen\DanieI Frohman produced "The Case

of Rebellious Susan" he purified It for the
dear Lyceum audiences by insisting that
Susan had never been physically guilty,
although Henry Arthur Jones, the author
of the play, insisted that she had.
The pussy who plays with a mouse, and kills

it, but declines to eat it, is just as naughty a

pussy as that which crunches its bones
and swallows it with gusto. It's all merely
the difference between tweedledum and
twoedledee. Mrs. Tweedledum Dennant is
just as despicable as Mrs. Tweedledee Ebb-
smith, anci not nearly as interesting or as

character-stamped.
Miss Maud Adams is the winsomest little

leading lady in this country. She has a

face like a little kitten, and you feel in¬
clined to put a ribbon and a bell around her
neck, and see her play. She is the only
actress, of whom I can think, who could
have played such a part as that of Adeline
Dennant. Annie Irish, Agnes Miller,
Gladys Wallis and Robert Edeson are all
exceedingly good in this "Squire of
Dames."

S'
Charles Frohman is never photographed,

so that people with pictorial minds never
know what he looks like. The pen, how¬
ever, is mightier than the camera, and Mr.
Frohman, who is just as much unmarried
as he Is unphotographed, received a letter
the other day that is funny enough for pub¬
lication.

It was written in pencil, and it ran as
follows: "Reading a description of you in
one of the morning papers made me believe
you were the gttntleman whose acquaint¬
ance I made last October.one Sunday, early
in the evening, either the first or sccond
Sunday of the month. We failed to thor¬
oughly understand each other, and I have
regretted ever since that I was not more
communicative with him. We walked to¬
gether for two hours, but parted without
understanding each other. Afterward,
when I had taken time to think, I imagined
I did understand, but alas! I did not know
his name, nor he mine. From his conver¬
sation I feel sure that he was a theatri¬
cal manager. He gave me the impression
of being a capable business man, and I am
sure he liked me. We walked on Fortieth
street and stood talking by the Empire
Theatre, where there is an alcove. If you
would like to meet me again, cannot you
meet me some afternoon? I hardly know
where to say, but it seems to me that the
very thickest crowd would be the best.

at the
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50 1111 ° P- m. and walk unti' r
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''11 IM5°Pll!C- I hope,you are the same AYe

Mr r f°° """Cn umataoc.v.
-Mr. irohman looked very t-ov aB h-

read this note, but he was a little hurt

, S."Jfstl°" """ "from tl« conversa-

® iere a,e times when even a
potent tueatre magnate forgets box oflice
receipts and discuss,» ,he poets.

SmIU wfSi°" 5n ,h"e CSSe of K-
Smith, no was -fired" from "The Cadi"
company' against Stuart Robson, baa
iought joy to the hearts of the Rialtos

actors and littl, Mr. Abe" Hummel i«
ioxe of a nero than ever. The case has

TtVs^T in :h0 d,amati-
"

at the street comers, in the "dramatic sa-

rt°iTr,Jnd iD th° l0bbies of the ^eatres.
Is ieally a very important matter, for it

makes that bugbear clause.the "two weeks'

ui'wn mnk.iUn°CU0U8 " a CUP °f fresb

Actors have a hard time of it Mv
sympathies are all with them. It is bad
enough to know when you have a good en-
gagement that at the close of the seasou
you will have to begin "hustling" all over

again, starting where you commenced.
knocked persistently back to the original
point But it is deplorable and melan¬
choly for you with a contract in your
pocket, and all plans made for weeks of
hard work, to be arbitrarily two-weeks'-
noticed into a season of possible idleness
and impecuniosity.
When a manager engages an actor he *

generally knows what he is doing. If he
is ignorant, then it is he who should suffer
and not the actor. Actors are frequent Ir
miscast, but that is the fault of the en-

gating party, not of the party engaged.
This decision gives the actors a new im- Wi

portance, for it makes dismissal from
mere caprice a legal impossibility. The
fellow with a contract in his waistcoat
can make all his arrangements, domestic
or otherwise, in the full knowledge that
nothing but sheer incompetency.an in¬
competency judged by a jury'of his peers-
can dislodge him. Most assuredly Mr.
Hummel will be more popular than ever
with the people of the stage, for this de¬
cision was the result of a doughty fijrht
"Ihe Cadi" died years ago.

*»»
An Absent Son" is the name of a play

that, later in the season, will succeed
"Chimmie Fadden" at the Garden Theatre
The piece was bought by Nat Goodwin in
Germany, He wanted to play the funny old
man Since then, however, Nat has de-
termined to be serious.in Melbourne, Ade¬
laide and Sydney.so that Mr. Palmer
will present the farce. It sounds funnyL
enough, and also spicy enough. It tells ^
the story of anr old man who for twenty
years has informed his wife that in his
early days he had an "affair," the outcome f
of which was a son. The object of his
story is to secure money from his better
half for the alleged support of the lad.
At the celebration of their twenty-fifth
wedding day the old man tells his liege
lady that he has decided to bring the voung
man home. Her n daughter has fallen
in ieye-V'JMl * ""th, who arrives at
an inopportune moment, a. to of course

mistaken by the wife for tk^ son.

When the gay youth's mother appears t

is instantly regarded by the'wife as her
rival. The absent son is disposed of later,
after the usual farcical complications have
had full sway, and the play ends plausibly

...
Paul Potter writes that before settling

down in London he is going to Germany,
where he will superintend the Berlin pro¬
duction of "Trilby." After that he will re¬

turn to England to write a new play. Pot¬
ter declares that he has no intention of re¬

maining away from America forever. He
felt that he could participate more satisfac¬
torily in the European "Trilby" profits by
being on the spot.
hi^iter's~roJalties are 80 substantial thai
he can afford to "take it easy" for a few
years. He may write new plays by till
score but it is quite unlikely that he wil
ever duplicate his "Trilby" success, Royal.
ties are pouring in upon him. Even in thii

H16 of the Play has not been
exhausted, and in England it is raging fero¬
ciously. Potter has proved himsoif to >>e a

"vTew'th11 °ff busl"e*8' and be can smilinglv
Mew the stage from afar" until he has

spent his Trilby" fortune.
"

Everybody smiled at Crane's little speech
at the Fifth Avenue Theatre, Tuesday night,
in which he set forth his Indubitable inten¬
tion of adhering to American plays and
patronizing exclusively American authors.
This always sounds well, and actors cannot
say it frequently enough. But on the very
same stage, only a few months ago, Nat
Goodwin made the identical remarks to
which Crane gave utterance. That is why
everylKidy smiled. It is rumored that Crane,
on entering the theatre that night, found
Nat Goodwin's speech and committed it t«
memory. That is surely more plausible ag
an explanation of the eloquent sameness of
the two actors, than mere coincidence would
be. / ALAN DALE.


